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Author's Notes: 
This little story emerged in my mind after watching the live stream of Bruce's conference on the new book. 


This is just a work of fiction, any coincidences should be considered accidental. And sorry for any mistakes in 


here :) 


One great event has happened in my life recently. Bruce Dickinson has written an autobiography and | was so 


excited about it, because also | was going to meet him the very same day when the book comes out officially. 


In the evening | was going to Troxy, where the meeting has been arranged. | put on a black tank top, black 
trousers and a black suede jacket, because | really loved black and felt less anxious while wearing something of 


this colour. It was already getting darker all around, evening has fallen so fast. 


Later | was sitting in the hall together with a thousand of fans, craving to see Bruce onstage. Some song of his 
solo album was playing as a backing track, while another bunch of people were still gathering there. My heart 


was pounding. | felt even more excited than before. Maybe something special was about to happen? 


The music died down. The lights were directed onstage and.. Here he came! Bruce Dickinson himself. His grey 
hair has become a bit shorter, but who cared, he still looked great. His colourful jacket attracted lots of 
attention among the fans, mostly girls, somewhere in the front rows. 

"Heeey! Hello!" Bruce greeted us with his huge smile. The audience replied with a loud scream, raising their 


hands. The conference has already promised to be amuzing.. 


After 30 minutes the 15-minute break was announced, and we had a possibility to ask Bruce some questions. | 
took a card with his face on one side and the inscription "my question to Bruce is." on a blank white field on 
the other side. | submerged into thoughts. What question can | ask him? | was afraid to ask some crap, which 
he surely wouldn't reply. It seemed difficult, because | had thousands of questions to ask him. After IO minutes 
of tense pondering, | took a pen and scribbled on the white field: “couldn't you hug me?" 

Also | put down my name at the bottom of the field. 

| looked at it. It seemed ridiculous somehow, but | handed the card to the staff, who was collecting them and 


returned to my place. What if he answers? 


The second part started. The audience was dying from laughter, watching Bruce eating some junk food and 
telling jokes about his past. Also he read a couple of things from his book and then announced the ‘questions 
time’. He took a huge pile of cards from his table, settled himself on a tall chair and started reading questions 
one by one. He joked so much, really. Every question made him remember some situations, qoutes and the 
same jokes. And suddenly he took the next card and read aloud: "couldn't you hug me?" 

Shivers ran down my spine and my cheeks flushed. That was my card! 

"Hey, come up to me." Bruce spoke to the audience, searching for the one who wrote this question | stood up 
and went towards the stage. My heart was pounding so insanely, that | thought almost everyone on the hall 
could hear it. Step by step, | climbed up the stage. Bruce looked at me. 

"Come closer." He smiled. Was staring at me? Really, he was looking so. | swallowed nervoisly, trying to calm 
myself down and not letting Bruce see my blush. 

"Hey, | will not bite you, | promise." 

| made few steps till | was standing in inches from him, looking at his big caramel eyes. In a second he spread 
his arms and pulled me into an embrace. The audience lauhed and clapped. | was trying to remember everything 
about Bruce. His clothes, his accessories, the smell of perfume he used. His huge hands were so soft on me, it 
was soothing. Then, accidentally for myself | said "you're so nice" and gave him a light kiss on his cheek. Bruce 


blushed a bit and smiled. "Same as you." 
When | went downstairs, Bruce winked to me. He must have remembered me. 


After the end of the meeting, | was strolling home with the newest signed book in my bag and a warm and 
soft feeling in my heart, left after Bruce's hug onstage. 


